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sailor suit would squeal and wriggle with excite-
ment. The painting represented a still-life of
grapes and lemons beside a plate of oysters.
Vigeon would make passes before the picture,
finally making the gesture of picking a grape off
the canvas, when lo! a real grape would appear
between his fingers, and with a final triumphant
flourish he would pop it into Sebastian's mouth*
"Pick off an oyster, Vigeon 1" Sebastian would cry,
"pick off an oyster!" but only on one occasion,
never to be forgotten, had Vigeon obliged.

Grapes were on the steward's room table now,
for Mrs. Wickenden controlled "the fruit" from
her lair behind the stillroom, and no one troubled
as to the exact number of bunches ordered daily
from the kitchen garden. It was all part of the
system of loose and lavish extravagance on which
the house was run. Everybody, from Sebastian
downwards, obtained exactly what they wanted;
they had only to ask, and the request was fulfilled
as though by magic. The house was really as self-
contained as a little town; the carpenter's shop,
the painter's shop, the forge, the sawmill, the hot-
houses, were there to provide whatever might be
needed at a moment's notice. So the steward's
room, like the dining-room and the schoolroom,
was never without its fruit and delicacies. More
especially when visiting maids and valets were
there to be entertained by the domestic deities of
Chevron, for snobbishness must be satisfied, and
only by extravagance and waste could the honour
of Chevron, in the opinion of Vigeon and Mrs,